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On account of the unuſual number of ſongs 


are thoſe ſung by Mr. Mattocks, his part has 
therefore bahn given to Mr. Robſon. . I 
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| originally performed in this piece, it has been found 9 
exagdient, in order to ſhorten the time of repreſen- _ 
tation, to take out ſome of the Airs, among which 
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CounrT1s, Por kx, two Gials, and Fianvnarzs, 


Tu ſun's mounting bigh, we no longer can 
"ol my, 
Then chearfully work away, laſſes. 


Cuts. 


Take comfort, what tho” he be gone far aways 
Girl, *tis but a folly 
To be melancholy. 


por kv. 


Alas! did you tone in my boſom what pu ? 
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Mangan wwe Sage, 11a 


Cunmis. 


I know well enough, child, for I've had my tay. 


FISHERMEN, | 


v. o, yoa—Land the yawl, 

Pull away—By the weight, 
Wie have caught a good freight; 

Zounds, boys, what a haul: 


CHORUS. 


We 11 be grateful to Heav'n for the good it has ſent; | 
And ling with good humour, and toil with content. 


AIR. Pol Lv. 


J have not the grace, and I know not the art, 
In fine v oats. my poor mind to array ; 


But expreſs every thought as it flows from my heart; 


And as nature ſhall point out the way. 


Vet, yet will J write, and am ſure to prevail, 

While to {ave my poor father I try; | 

In the language of nature Il dreſs a plain tale, 
And duty the reſt ſhall = 


AIR. 


EF 1 
AIR. FREDERICE. 


Here each morn, and ev'ry eve, 
In dewy ray returning; 
Shall ſhare the ſorrows that I breathe, 
Shall witneſs to my mourning : 
Echo, catch the plaintive lay, 
To her heart diſcover, 
How for her forlorn I ftray, 
How well, how t true 1 love her. 


If a to renew | 
The vows which once we plighted; 
My Lydia's fate I will purſue, 
In death at leaſt united: 
The lateſt breath that warms this clay, 
At parting, ſhall diſcover; 
How I ſigh my ſoul away, 
How well, how true ! love her. 
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A I R. REEF, 5 
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Blow high, blow low, let tempeſt tear 
The, main-maſt by the board, 

My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
Ad love well ſtor'd, 


Shall 
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Sbal 8 all ROW ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds. the raging lea, 1 — 
J N hopes on ſhore, to be once more | id 
8. ate moor d W ith thee. * 
U. 
Aloft, while mountains-high, we go, WI 


The whiſtling winds that ſcud Wie, 5 n 
And the ſurge roaring from below, 5 
Shall my ſignal be 
To think of thee 
And this ſhall be my ſong : 
How high, &c. 
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III. 

has on that night, when all the crew, | 1 5 
The mem'ry "of their former lives, Tb 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 1 
And drink their ſweethearts and their wives TY Ho 
1˙II heave a figh, and think of thee, VC 
And as the ſhip rowls thro” the fea | But 
The burthen of my ſong thall _ V%] 
Blow high, Ke. Are 
. Bird 
VVV 
1 
Hail to Sady A Abdallah 8 „don 
Of every village, port, and town, St 
| City and province of renown _ es 5 
In fifty W the Grand Baſhaw. . 1 


Whoſe 


oſt 


Whoſe power with wonder we behold; ih 


And his proſtrate ſlaves lift their voices and cry, 


The little birds as well as you 


Birds have their 2 like DEW] kind, 
£7 Some on their form, and ſome youll find 


Some love a hundred, ſome you'll mee 


9 
Whoſe gehe A thoufand flaves attend; g — 


W hoſe mighty treaſure's without end i 
Whoſe palace ſhines with way gold. . 1 


His ſword is like the morning ray, 


His helmet a beam of the iky : 
Where he comes, he cafts round him perpetual day, 


H all t to Sady, Kc. 


AIR. LY DIA. 


I've mark'd with anxious care, 

How free their pleaſures they purſue, 
How void of every care. 

But birds of various kinds you'll meet, 
Some conſtant to their loves: 

Are chattering ſparrows half ſo ſwect, 
As teuder cooing doves 7 


Some on their note preſume, 


Proud of a gandy plume : 


Still conſtant to their loves: 
Are chattering g ſparrows 25 {o "TY 


As tender cooing dov es? 
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If it was not that ſuch a meck creature as bY 
They'd imagine to have a concern in't; [I. 
Before I'd be pent, like a bird ina mew, TE: 


] Pd ſet it on fire and burn it. 
1 
Why, child, what 4 ye talk, over ev'ry thing here 5 
1 abſolute hold a dominion, 111 
| And I'll lay you my life, let to-morrow a ear, „5 
| . y PP 

| That you'll c own yourlelf of wy” opinion. Th 
l 2 1 
[ 1 command at my will, ev'ry ſlave, ev ry mute, 0 
i His retinue and all his regalia, „ 

[ And Ill come and Fll go, 


| Say, Yes, or ſay, No, 


| Juſt as fancy or whim, Or caprice it ſhall ſuit ; 3 

4 * , 

j Or Fll take ev'ry key 1 
bp Set all the ſlaves free, . | ä 1 
1 And turn out of doors the ſeraglio. 5 
J 
| What thall I do? Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 


I'm ſhrunk to nothing with my fear; - 


] only ſaw an aged yew, | | 1 Reef, 
| Tho which the - wind but whiſtling blew, OL 


—— 1 0. by 


1 thinking it a horrid Turk i] 
Who ſwore, he to the wall wou'd pin me 3 ll 
For fearleft he ſhould fall to work, i 
I run as if the dev'l was in me. l 
l ama very drowning rat. | 


| Reef, Theſe ſwabs turn'd in, and faſt aſleep, - 


And 


I dreadeach breath of air I hear. 


What wretch wou'd now be in my coat ? 
5 This frolie dearly we ſhall rue: 


| What ſhall I do ?—What ſhall I do ? 


I dare not look—Oh, lord! what's that ?—— 
I blieve 'twas nothing but my fear. 


I feel the bow-ſtring at my throat, 


Dukrro, QuInTETTO AND CHoRus, - 
Lydia and How beautiful, and how ſerene, | 
Elmira. | Shines Fler night's reſplendent if 
| = queen? 5 | ” 3 1 

Kindly to comfort them who roam, i} 
And light the trav'ller to his home. 


Oh, thou, whoſe beams ſo {weetly play, | 


Beſtow one kind, one chearing ray; þ 
One ſympathetic gleam impart, ll 
To heal the anguiſh in my heart. | 


Poor Tom, his midnight watch to keep, | ö 
| Now roams alone, by love inclin'd 4+ 
To think of her he left behind. =” 


B Venture, 
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 Penture. 


Reef. 


Lydia. 


mira. 


Reef. 


Lydia and 


Elmira. 


Haſſan. 
| 1 


Lydia and 
Elmira, 
Haſſan, 


Elmira.” 


Lydia. 
ROY 


Ly.andElm. 
Nef, 


Hlaſſan. 
Venture. 


: Haſſan. | 


Slave. 


F ollow. 


RE 


I droop. | 

5 hey re crowding all their fail, 
| They bear up faſter than he likes. 
They ve boarded him — Ah, now 1 


Drag him along. 


© Behind. )——Haſſin, run, run ! 


oe} 


Murder, murder! Oh, dear, dear! 
Hark, Elmira! Did you not hear 
x dreadful cry” of murder ? 


Ves, 


What n means that ſignal of diſtreſs * 1 


an fail. 
2 fear the hat 


— —Come 8 
Two, 8 TS 
He cannot far be gone. 


Alas! 5 


9 — 5 This 3 is the place. - 
I trac'd him by the light o'th* moon. 
A hoy, why here's a fleet 1 in chace 


Of one poor Picaroon. 


Oh heaven 81 


——My ſpirits fail, 


ſtrikes! 


Oh, heaven! | 
At ſee this way they ſteer. 
Well, meſl. mates, what's the matter 


here? 


Oh, woeful pl ight! q 


By heaven, he ſhall not lee the FR. 


A ſabre, here! 


Fred, . 


Fired. 
Lydia. 


Haſſan. 
Net 
Lyaia. 

. Fred. : 

Haſſan. 

Ref, 


_ Haſan. 


« Behind.) 18 n not yield. 


— 2.1.8 we're undone. 
'Tis F rederial s Voice. 


977 bound at laſt. 


5 Strangle them both. 


Meſs- mates, avaſt ! 


In pity Ipare him. 


— Lydia, oh! 
Good heaven! what complicated woe! 
No words. 
You're all aback, I ſay, 
The prizes a'n't condemn'd to-day. 
Clap them in irons then, and wait 


5 F or further orders. 


Right, their fate 


| Till then we will W 


CHORUS. 


Come on, 


And ere the veil of night be drawn, 
„ | The grand baſhaw's ſuprem decree _ 
all. | Shall give them death or liberty. 


he 


tter 


red. 


End of the Firſt Act. 
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Al R. EL ma. 


\ H! what rule the brighteſt worth 
That in Abdallah's boſom flows; 
Tho' truth and reaſon there have birth, 
Tho! there each radiant virtue glows ! 5 
Muſt I, at diſtance plac'd, ſurvey 
The beam that other hearts inſpires, 
While with unkind, averted ray, | 
From me it's cheering warmth retires ? 
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TY I R. Lypia. : 


1 ſimply wait for your commands, Sir, 
Is it peace, or is it war? 
Shall we quarrel, or ſhake hands, Sir? 
Which, good ee, are Jon for? 


Lou've 


1 
You ve nought to do, but ſpeak your mind; Sir, 
Only give me then my cue; 


1 for ſcolding you're inclin'd, Sir, 
I can ſcold as 5 well as you. 


S But did you give a fi ingle hint, Sir, 
TP hat peace and quiet you preſerr q. d, 
There d be no obligation in't, Sir. 

I won d not peak mer word. 


Al * FREDERICK. 


"=p Depriv d of Lydia $ hear! nly ſight, 
Life is not worth my care, 
Each Hatt'ring proſpect of delight, 
Is loſt in empty air; 
| 15 this the fate fond truth muſt prove? 
Is this affection's meed? 
Behold me then, 1 imperious love, 


-" F0y * victim bleed. 


AIR. 


ve 
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Al *. Pol Lx. 


My true Jorg the cruel ſea, 

Prom me did ſever, 

T hen my poor hcart was rent in ewain, 
Fer much | fear'd, ah! woe 1s me, . 

'That he would never Sb. 

To my arms return again. 

What mult I tec} then at this hour? 

If I love, if I efteem him, | 

To ſce him bound, and have no power, 
But iighs and witnes to redeem him. 


A ER 8 


The fign: al to engage ſhall be 

BY :\ whiſtle and a thollow ; 
hae one and all but firm like me, 

And conqueſt foon will follow. 
You, Gunnel, keep the helm in hand, 

DS Fins boys, ſteady, ſteady ; ED on 

Till right a head we ſee the land, e 

pen leon as we are ready, T = 


*Fhe lig nal, &c. 


| Keep 
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Keep; boys, a good look out, ye Be! 
'Tis for old England's 5 honour, 
Juſt as you've brought your lower tier 
HBHroadſide to bear upon her, 
All hands then, boys, the ſhip to clear, 
Load all your guns and mortars, 
Silent as death th' artack prepare, 
And when you're all at e 


The bal, &c. 


7 0 N A L. E. 
C H O R 0 8. 
Then, then alone of bliſs poſſeſt, 


| In others | Joys our own we find, 
In bleſſing others, trul y bleſt. 


Y Beneath {uch kind protecting care, 


| wings, 
And ſcience doth her banner rear, 


: When gen' rous didates hd the mind, 


Rich commerce ſpreads his golden 


5 And rugged labour toils and ſings: 
Lydia. The virtuous maid and conſtant youtli 


Their mutual wiſhes free obtain; 


And love, and innocence, and truth, 


In undifturb'd enjoyment reign. 
> RR 51 
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© Reef, 


Poly. 


be a5 Milo quits Nl: bre - . INE: 
His {oy'retgn's:honour to maintain; BEES: 

And when the dang'rbus'toil. | is Ger, 

Partakes the bleſſings of the plain: 


E if 5 
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Where mirth amid the rural throngs 
I) be triumphs of his pow 'r amparts; 


And carols from a thouſand tongues, 
Speak lively N and — 


hearts. 


CHORUS 


ban aces cous dictates 138 mink, 
Then, then alone of bliſs poſſeſt, 
<In others joys our own we find, 
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